ONE-EYED   OUTCAST
playing in their hair. The flappers love them, the do-be-nice-to-
Germany aunties point approvingly to them.
You should take a picture of this man's head and put it in the
gallery of 'New Germany' types. It is also representative. Death in
the one eye, the fear of the hunt in the other, the scars, the false
teeth that have taken the place of the ones that were knocked out.
For background, the hut in the allotment, a winter sky, a foreign
land.
I found him by accident. I had been wandering round the
outskirts of Czechville, a town within a stone's throw of the
German lines. You couldn't speak of a frontier, in November 1938;
when you looked out of your bedroom window in this town one
morning and saw the familiar hill a mile away, and the next
morning you looked again and in the night the Germans had
quietly taken it, and it was Germany, and you hoped and hoped
that they would leave your town, your Czech town where barely
a single German lived, and you looked at the little river between
yourself and the hill and gradually that river came to mean Land's
End, World's End, for you, and you thought each morning, each
night, desperately, 'If they will only stay on the other side of the
river, if they will only stay the other side of the river, once they cross
the river our town, too, will be in Germany'.
This was a town of 12,000 people, and there were 8000 refugees
in it. Think of that. Or rather, don't think of that. It is a billion
miles to the moon, we Ire spending a million pounds on arma-
ments, a hundred thousand Chinese have been killed in China, a
thousand Czechs have fled before the advancing Germans, a
hundred Jews have been driven into no-man's-land — what do all
these noughts mean to you?* Nothing.
See and talk to one man in all these thousands and millions and
you will begin to understand; multiply a hundredfold all that he
tells you, tag a string of noughts on to that tale of human misery,
and your brain will reel. So come with me to Czechville.
Here, in the company of the widow lady, who had lost her hus-
band in the spring and now spent all her waking hours in the
single-handed effort to mitigate, a mite here and a mite there,
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